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HIS little Book that comes to the^ 
Fain would thy mental garden be : 
Among the flowers that in it grow, 
Pray let thy fancy come and go. 
Much thou wilt find to give thee pit 
Lily and Rose in plenteous measure 
'^ Pink, Apple-bloom, and Rosemary, 

And butterflies that waver by: 
Old blossoms, too, that Summer's breeze 
Has touched, and left upon the trees. — 
And if at times thou chance to hear 
Familiar murmurs meet thine ear, 
Think ; all that murmurs, blooms, or sings, 
Is only — what thy fancy brings. 



Emamul Gebd. 
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MORNING SERENADE. 




RISE and open the window, dear ! 
The mom is laughing bright and clear; 
And here, in the garden throi^n^ 
Many for thee are longing. 

The Violets came m the night ; 

The Tulip struts in colours bright ; 
And hither and thither streaming. 
The Lilac is dimly dreaming. 



The meanest flowers cannot rest ; 

To the window their gaze is ever addrest: 
They will not believe that Spring is here. 
Till they've seen the beautiful Rose appear. 

t T^grr. S. E. W. 
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O HEART, TO LOVE CONFIDE THEE! 



HEART, to Love confide thee 1 
Whatever cares may move, 
Lay them upon the shoulders 

All trustingly of Love. 
Show her thy life entire, 
In all its fairest light; 
And when, with clouds and darkness. 
It passes into night 

Whene'er thou hast been guilty. 

Confess it ; she forgives ! 
Righteous there are full many; 

Who loves, still pardon gives. 
And if thou fall, call on her 

From out the depths of shame : 
In the abyss she'll reach thee 

Her strong hand, still the same. 

Up to the heights she'll lead thee ; 

And, if thy courage quail. 
Into thine heart she kisses 

A glow that will not fail. 
" Up ! " cries she, " thou must conquer ; 

'Tis Love demands it now, 
A love that knows thee better, 

And loves thee more, than thou." 

Friidnch Halm. R. E, W, 
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PEACE ON THE LAKE. 



UNDERNEATH the rock's projection, 
I stand, alone, upon the hill ; 
And at the lake's serene reflection. 
For hours and days I gaze my fill 

Over me the tree's soft shadows ; 

Round me spring-time just awake; 
As into dream-land's sunny meadows 

Peer I, in the crystal lake. 

All tliat by the hill-side goetii — 

All the vault of cloudless sky — 
Mirrored on the surface showeth, 

With every bird that soars on high. 

Heart! my heart I why beat so wildly? 

Canst not undisturbed bear 
Heavenly peace, reflected mildly 

As upon the water there? 

Heart ! my heart ! what art thou fearing ? 

Heart ! my heart ! why dost thou quake ? 
Storm and cold are disappearing; 

Calm and placid lies the lake I 

Julius Mosm. R. £. IV. 
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THE SPRING. 



A SPIRIT sweeps o'er the pride of spring ; 
I oft have watched his flight, 
As he swooped along on a seraph's wing 
Down from the stars of night 

He says to the seed that floats in the air: 

To the churchyard take thy way, 
And fall on the grave of the maiden there, 

To bloom as a Lily of May. 

He says to the tree-stem, slender and weak : 

Grow sturdy and strong apace; 
For I thy strength for a cross bespeak 

To mark the murder's place ! 

He says to the Ivy hid in the ground : 

Stretch forth thy hand of green. 
The mouldering ruins to clasp around, 

Of the wall that now strong is seen. 

Memory, death, and love descend 

Down from the stars of night 1 
Memory, death, and love attend 

Together, thro' spring-time bright! 

Mmitz Hartmann. i?. E, W, 
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THE TWO ANGELS. 



'3 



KNOWST thou the sister angels that descended 
From heaven's high realm, to dwell on earth beneath. 

In flaming love, with crown of Roses blended, 

Calm blessing friendship with a Lily wreath? 

Love comes with raven tresses, hotly glowing. 
Gay as the Spring that burgeons fast and wild; 

Friendship in sober garb, her fair hair flowing, 
And like a summer night, so calm and mild. 

Love like a seething sea, where, wildly driven. 
Unnumbered billows clash, and toss, and rave; 

Friendship, a mountain lake, where azure heaven. 
Calm lies reflected in its depth of wave. 

Love breaks upon the soul with fierce aggression, 
Friendship steals in, like stars when day is done; 

Love seeks her own enjoyment in possession. 
Friendship gives all herself, yet asks for none. 

Thrice happy yet the heart that, warmly ever. 

Friendship and love together entertains. 
And where the Rose's fervent ardour never 

The Lily's mystic blossoming restrains. 

Geibd. G. W, A. 
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DUET. 



A LITTLE bird sat on the Elder bough, 

In the still and beautiful night of May ; 
And a maiden, down on the turf below, 

In the still and beautiful night of May. 
Sang the maiden, the song of the bird was still ; 
When the bird sang, the maiden would list to its trill ; 
But clear and strong. 
The double song 
Echoed the moonlit valley along. 

What was the song of the bird on the tree. 

Thro' the still and beautiful night of May? 
And v/hat could the song of the maiden be. 

Thro' the still and beautiful night of May? 
The little bird sang of the spring-time bright ; 
And the maiden's song was of love's delight ! — 
I shall hear that song, 
Still clear and strong. 
Thrilling my heart my whole life long I 

Robert Rdnick. R, E, W, 
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THE LESSON OF THE WOODS. 



ALONE I wandered through the woods' deep night, 
The distant thunder rolled in sullen wrath; 
When burst a sudden storm in wildest might, 
As if 'twould dash the oak trees to the earth. 

Now rushing madly through their tresses green, 
Now seeking eagerly their life to wrong — 

Yet stand they, in their dignity serene. 
Amidst the fearful tempest, calm and strong. 

But now the storm is hush*d! With gentle sound 
Trickle the rain-drops from the glistening leaves; 

And once again the warbling choir around 
Pour their glad songs from 'neath the moistened eaves. 

Entranced, I listened to their joyous lay. 

In-breathing all the dewy fragrant air, 
Which stole my very heart from me away — 

Then to myself I murmured, wand'ring there : — 

''What thou hast seen to-day, forget thou never, 

And if the blasts of sorrow sweep along 

Thy life, may Nature's voice, reminding ever, 

Say to thy troubled heart, 'Be calm and strong.'" 

Then e'en amidst thy darkest days of grief, 
In harmony shall sound this inmost chord ; 

And when to thy deep sadness comes relief, 
VVith fuller joy thy songs shall be out-poured. 

Hammer, /'. tVA, 
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AUTUMN SONG. 



'nOREST tints are mellow, 
■*• Stubble fields are yellow, 

Keener blows the wind : 
Withered leaves are falling. 
Chilly mists are crawling, 

Summer's left behind. 

How the swelling cluster. 
Round which Vine-leaves muster, 

Purples in the light 
On the trellis glowing, 
Peaches plump are showing 

Streaks of red and white. 

See the sprightly maiden. 
Her basket defUy laden 

With melting plums and pears; 
The golden quinces packing 
In space where nought was lacking, 

Ere homeward she repairs. 

Nimbly the youths are springing. 
The girls are gaily singing, 

And heart to heart inclines. 
While colours bright are dancing 
On hats and dresses glancing, 

Adown the leafy lines. 
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Now sounds the flute and zither; 
While moonbeams softly glitter, 

And tender grows the glance 
Of vintage-lass, who, smiling 
On the youth she is beguiling, 

Invites him to the dance. 

J, G, von SaliS'Stewis, R, E. IK 
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WHAT IS LOVE? 



T ASKED the sun, "Oh, tell me, what is love?" 
■*■ He answered not, but shone with brighter ray. 
I asked the floweret, "Tell me, what is love?" 
Came perfume only — ^nothing would she say. 

I pray'd th* Eternal, "Tell me, what is love? 

Is it deep earnest, or sweet dalliance vain?" 
God give me then a loving wife and true — 

What love might be — I never asked again. 

Emil Riitershaus, p^ ^'^f ^ 
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A DAILY SONG. 



T THANK my God, and I rejoice 
^ As child at Christinas blessing, 
That I exist ! — ^a human voice, 
And fair man's form possessing. 

That I can see the fields, the rills, 
The trees, the sun, the ocean \ 

That evening skies and moonlit hills 
Awake my heart's devotion. 

Thank God, His goodness makes me glad 

That I have soul to see it; 
As once Christ's holy gifts I had 

Grace to discern: — ^So be it! 

I thank God I am not a king. 
For pomp and state to flatter; 

That so whate'er I say or sing 
Can make but little matter. 

That here, within this earthly span, 
My means and power are slender; 

That I'm no great or wealthy man. 
My heartfelt thanks I render. 
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For wealth and power tempt and stir 

The soul to perils many, 
And often make a man to err, 

Who once stood firm as any. 

'Tis true that riches can impart 

Much ease and grace to living ; 
But health, and sleep, and joyous heart, 

They have no power of giving. 

By yea and nay, — ^these are indeed 

A real and priceless treasure : 
Give me but these — I'll feel no neeJ 

Of gold in larger measure. 

God daily grant for my behoof 

The needs on life attendant : 
He feeds the sparrow on the roof, 

Like me, on Him dependent 

M. Claudius, K. E. \V, 
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GOOD NIGHT. 



^T^H£ Moon like a shepherd watches, 

When night is drawing nigh, 
And sings to his fleecy flock, the clouds, 

A soothing lullaby; 
While echoes of the song he sings. 
As through the starry height it rings, 
Fall sweetly from on high — 

Rest in peace ! rest in peace ! 

God's love is over great and small : 
The day is past, its troubles cease; 
God's love is over all. 

Within the shadowy branches. 

The birds all seek their nests ; 
The flowers droop their slender stems. 

The noisy mill-wheel rests : 
The dancing waves are tired now. 
And murmur drowsily and low, 
With gently heaving breasts — 

Rest in peace ! rest in peace I 

God's love is over great and small : 
The day is past, and troubles cease; 
God's love is over all. 
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Hushed in the glittering palace, 
Is now the minstreFs theme; 
From door to door there softly steals 

That stranger guest — ^the dream ; 
The boatman slumbers in his bark, 
And shepherds on the hill-side dark, 
Sleep round the red fire's gleam — 
Rest in peace ! rest in peace ! 

God's love is over great and small : 
The day is past, and troubles cease; 
God's love is over alL 

Quenched is each taper^s beaming. 

Throughout the silent night. 
And sorrows now are laid to rest. 
That came with morning light; 
The bending Cypress gently sighs, 
And in the very air there lies 
Oblivion's deep delight — 

Rest in peace ! rest in peace ! 

God's love is over great and small : 
The day is past, and troubles cease; 
God's love is over alL 

And when, with bitter weepmg. 

The heavy eyelids ache; 
When love is cold with waiting. 

And hearts are fit to break; 
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Then comes the dream, like mother mild, 
And sings to evezy suffering child 
Of hope, until they wake — 

Rest in peace ! rest in peace ! 

God's love is over great and small : 
The day is past, its troubles cease; 
God's love is over alL 

(lood night, then, to the weary, 

To those afar who rove; 
Now I too rest, till shineth 
The morning star above. 
The nightingale beneath the moon 
Pours forth her song of praise alone 
To God, the Lord of love — 

Rest in peace 1 rest in peace ! 

God's love is over great and small : 
The day is past, and troubles cease ; 
God's love is over all. 
Geibd, F. d*A 



BE WARE. 



\TIGHTINGALE, oh, hush thee! 
-*• ' Warble not so sweetly. 
Hush ! lest thy lovely thrilling song 
Lose thee thy liberty ere long — 

Hush thee 1 
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Little flow'ret, hide thee, 

Blossom not so brightly; 
Breathe not forth such sweet perfume, 
Lest they pluck thee in thy bloom — 

Hide thee ! 

Maiden, bright and pure, take care. 

Charm not all so kindly, 
With thy beauty's wondrous power. 

Think of nightingale and flower — 

Beware ! 

Hermann Lin^, F, d*A, 
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AT SEA. 



T T PON the gloomy sea, afar, 
^ Is tossed a lonely bark : 
Above it, gleams a brilliant star 
To guide it thro* the dark. 



That little bark art thou, my soul. 

On life's dark ocean tossed : 
The star above points out thy goal — 

Shine, star, or all is lost! 

Hermann Schmid. R. E. IK 
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AN EXPERIENCE OF TRAVEL. 



'T^HE Birchen-stems in silver dight 
-'' I saw so palely gleaming, 
As if on them, from out the night, 
The moonlight still were beaming. 

I saw a cottage in the grove, — 
The grove of Birches slender : 

It beckoned me with- friendly love 
A welcome kind to tender. 

For in the ruddy morning glow 
Glistened each tiny casement ; 

And walls with Roses all ablow 
Were clothed from top to basement. 

The trailing Vine-branch hung aloof. 
Enriched with purple clusters ; 

The doves sate cooing on the roof. 
And made their morning musters. 

The early lark with joyous spring, 

Into the sky up-soaring. 
Sang out, and made the welkin ring, 

From heaven its strains down-pouring. 
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Then thought I ; — if that casement should 

Sudden unclose to greet me; 
And if within my darling stood. 

And thence tripped forth to meet me. 

Of all my fancies, thou most fair ! 

Ah ! if to me 'twere given 
Alone with her to dwell, and share 

This peaceful forest-heaven! 

With her to pass the Spring's bright days, 

At eve with her to wander, — 
And, of the nightingale's sweet lays 

The source, with her to ponder. 

With her the wither'd leaves to watch 

In Autumn's blasts careering; — 
I'd teach her new delights to snatch 

From old ones disappearing. 

When trees are clothed in wintry dress. 

My love sweet songs should sing me: 
And then, what more of blessedness 

Could earth or heaven bring me? 

I scarcely dared to breathe or stir, 
I^est all these joys Elysian, 

« 

Cottage and Roses too, with her 
Should vanish, — all a vision ! 
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But see ! From out the cottage door 

An early huntsman sallies. 
His dogs loud baying, bound before, 

Adown the leafy alleys. 

He followed in the woodland track, 
And gave me fair good-morrow: 

I gave him hasty greeting back; — 
And went my way — in sorrow. 

Nicolaus Lcnau, R. E. W. 
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THE HEART. 



'T^WO chambers hath the heart. 
-'■ Where slumber. 
Sorrow and Joy apart 



When Joy in hers awaketh, 

Still sleeping, 
Sorrow no moan maketh. 

Hush, Joy ! Ah, have a care ; 

Speak softly; 
Sorrow lies sleeping there. 

Hermann Neumann, F, d*A, 
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A BRIDE'S SONG. 



ORING upon my finger, 
My little golden ring ! 
Close to my lips I press thee, 
My heart's most precious thing 

I wakened from the dreaming 

Of childhood's happy days, 
And was pausing on the threshold 

Of life's untrodden ways. 

O ring upon my finger! 

Thou first hast taught to me 
The very bliss of living. 

The joy it is — to be. 

For now I live to serve him. 

Am only his for aye; 
My very self I lose in him. 

And shine but in his ray. 

O ring upon my finger, 

My little golden ring ! 
Close to my lips I press thee. 

My heart's most precious thing: 

Adalbert V. Chamhso, ^^ ^^' 
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-FO U N D." 



A S in the early morning, 
-^ Within the silent grove, 
Is found a hidden violet; 
So found I thee, dear love. 

There shone a purer radiance 

Around, as if the sun, 
Were glad that we at last had met, 

To blend two lives in one. 

Wert thou the woodland fountain. 
Up-springing bright and clear. 

Then would I be the quiet ground 
That thou might'st kiss me, dear. 

Wert thou the pearl of ocean, 
Thy shell I then would be; 

And with my armour thee protect, 
E'en from the roughest sea. 

Wert thou a fallen rose-leaf, 
A neighbouring shrub I'd be, 

That I might hold thee cradled, 
And rock thee tenderly. 
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Wert thou a cloud above me, 

I'd be a thirsty flower, 
And with sweet perfume woo thee, 

To greet me with a shower. 

However thou had'st hidden, 

That inner self of thine ; 
I would have found thee, darling, 

Thou art, and shalt be mine. 

August SUberstiiii. F, d^A. 
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THE LEAF IN THE BOOK. 



T KNOW an old and feeble lady, 
*• Has a book with covers worn : 
And within its pages musty, 
Lies a crumpled leaf, and torn. 

Withered now the hand that plucked it 
Once in spring-time from the tree. — 

What can set that lady weeplnu:, 
If that leaf she chance to see ? 

Anestasius Grun, /*. /;. //'. 



30 



ENGLISH ECHOES OF 



AWAY. 



n^HE trees are in leaf, and there's May in the air— 
-'' Let him who prefers it stay home with his care : 
As o'er Heaven's pavilion clouds wander at will, 
I am longing to wander thro' vale and o'er hill 

My father ! my mother ! God keep you in peace ; 
Who can tell in what distance my luck may increase ! 
So fair are the roads where my steps have ne'er roved, 
So varied the wines that my taste has ne'er proved. 

Away then ! Up ! up ! in the dawn clear and pale, 
Perchance o'er the mountain — ^perchance thro* the vale; 
The brooklets they tinkle, and rustle the trees; 
My heart's like the lark whose song floats on the breeze. 

At evening, as wearied a town I draw near, 
I thirstily cry to mine host to appear : 
And I bid the musicians to wake up the strain 
That I sang to my love, — and I sing it again. 

Should I meet with no shelter, I sleep for the night 
Under Heaven's blue canopy starry and bright; 
The Lime-trees wave softly to woo me to rest, 
And I waken with kisses of morning caressed. 
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O this roaming, this roaming ! bright instinct of youtti. 
Of which God's inspiration announces the truth ! 
My heart swells like a sail to the breezes unfurled ; 
Why art thou so lovely, thou beautiful world? 

Emanud Geibd. R. E, W. 
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FEEL IT ONCE MORE. 



r\ FEEL it ! feel it once again, 
^ That thou art all by which I live: 
That all my happiness and pain 
Are in thy hands, for thee to give. 

Feel it once more ! how fraught with woe. 
If thou withdraw that look of thine 

From faithful eyes, that wait to glow 
TiU thy dear glances on them shine. 

And then, once more, the paradise 
That sudden in my heart awakes, 

When thy sweet smiles in love arise, 
As morning o'er the darkness breaks. 

Bruno Hertd. R. E, IV. 
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MY TREES. 



\7E grandly tow'ring trees, I loved you ever, 

Standing in calm and silent majesty; 
As, without sound or sign of vain endeavour, 

Ye raised your crests against the sapphire sky. 
I love you still, though time from me may sever 

The happy days when childhood fleeted by. 
Your giant forms awaken MemV/s powers. 
And bring me back those dear delightful hours. 

Still on the mountain-side I love to wander : — 
The world deceives us. Nature still is true. — 

Your waving branches soothe me, as I ponder 
The woes I feel, and only tell to you. 

Still sweet it is beneath your shadows yonder 
To hear the song of birds, for ever new ; 

To see the evening landscape slowly darkling, 

And the first stars amid your foliage sparkling. 

Once more, ye Lindens twain, whose branches twining 
Are arched above the churchyard's solemn gate : 

Near you I rest ; and watch the star declining, 
Whose setting soon will mark the pilgrim's fate. 



GERMAN SONG, 

Now worn with life, and all its joys resigning, 
I bow beneath your shade the end to wait 
Here, in the peace your memories have given. 
Might I but sink to sleep, and wake in heaven ! 

Ladislaus v, Pyrker. R. E. W, 
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HEART AND MIND. 



n^HE thoughts and visions of the mmd, 
■'• But cold dry light impart; 
You, who the bliss of heaven would find. 
Must seek it thro' the heart ! 

llie light of mind is quenched with years. 

It passes like a breath; 
The heart its holy witness bears, 

Even in the hour of death. 

Oh ! if the heart be struck with dearth, 

All joy from life is riven ; 
The mind makes conquest of the earth, 

The heart endows with heaven. 

EmU RitUrskaus, R, E. W, 
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THE MAIDEN'S EVENING PRAYER. 



'T^HE weary day is past, and sleep 
•■■ Enfolds all things in silence deep, 
My heart alone must wakeful be — 
I think of thee. 



The very moon looks sad to-night, 
As lone I muse of past delight, 
When on thy lips I hung to hear 
Each word so dear. 

And o'er my heart there comes again 
A sense of all my bitter pain ; 
And hot tears fall in my distress 
And loneliness. 

But stay, they shall no longer flow, 
For one I love knows deeper woe; 
He, who a stranger far doth roam, 
Without a home. 

Forgive my selfish thoughts and fears, 
My selfish murmurings and tears; 
I will arise; on bended knee 
ru pray for thee. 



GERMAN SONG. 35 

And lift my aching heart above, 
To Him who answers prayer in love; 
Him who will keep thee safe from harm 
With sheltering arm. 

Oh ! may His blessing on thee rest, 
And may our love be ever blest; 
That I through weal or woe may be 
A joy to thee. 

Wilhiim ffertz. K d"A, 
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WHERE? 



QHOULD your loved one pass away; — 
^ Death will loving hearts bereave! 
Seek her not in morning gray, 
Nor in glimmering star of eve. 

Seek her nowhere, soon or late, 

But within your heart alonb : 
Once beloVd, in spite of fate, 

From your heart she ne'er has gone. 

yustinus Kemer^ R. £ IV. 
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BE LOVING. 



OUARD it safely in your bosom, 
^^ Cherish it from day to day, 
Every floweret, every blossom, 
That you find upon your way. 

Be it bud on lofty tower, 

Be it little prattling child, 
Be it but a tender flower 

In the meadow growing wild. 

E'en the worm in desolation. 
Do not small and trifling think; 

In the chain of all creation, 
Count it as a needed link. 

If your heart — to earth a rebel — 
Fain would soar beyond the skies. 

Still regard the smallest pebble 
That beneath your footstep lies. 

High and royal are the features 
That the noble soul bespeak, 

When the strongest of God's creatures 
Stoops in love to help the weak. 
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If you give to tendrils needing, 
New supports and strengthening bands ; 

You will scarce from sick or bleeding, 
Sad or fall'n, withhold your hands. 

Be you thinker, be you poet, 

Mould in brass, or carve in stone; 
To the eternal judgment show it, 

You would y^irr/ as man be known. 

Guard it safely in your bosom, 

Cherish it from day to day. 
Every floweret, every blossom. 

That you find upon your way. 

Htinrich Zeise, R. E, W. 



NIGHT. 



'T^HE night has wooed thee tenderly to sleep, 
•■• And hushed the heavings of thy gentle breast ; 
Thy weary eyelids close in slumber deep, 

And all is still, yet yearning knows no rest; 
For through thy parted lips there gently glide 
Words, whose sweet brokenness a longing hide. 

Theodor Storm, F, d^A, 
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THE LANGUAGE OF LOVE. 



T OVE utters not itself in speech, 
•" Nor seeks by words the heart to reach. 
But with sweet signs and symbols rare, 
Expresses thoughts beyond compare. 

The hand upon the beating heart 
Says, "Here within is sorest smart; 
But pain I would not seek to cure, 
And sorrow it is joy t' endure." 

The tear that gathers in the eye 
Says, "How I long that thou wert nigh, 
And that each thought, each wish of mine 
Were blended into one with thine." 

The quivering lips that gently part 
Say, "Let me fold thee to my heart. 
And let my love enkindle thee. 
That we one heart, one soul may be. 

So silently love speaks, and weaves 
A thread which mighty deeds achieves; 
From heart to heart it goes, but he 
Alone who loves, the thread can see I 

Emanud Gabd, F. d^A, 
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THE WATER-LILY. 



QEE how the banks so lofty 
^ Are mirrored in the stream ; 
How the reflected forests 
In twilight verdure dream. 

The boat lies in the shadow, 

Where ripples roimd it play; 
And graceful Water-lilies 

Their scented flower-heads sway. 

There goes an ancient story — 

That, where the LiUes grow. 
There long ago was broken 

A heart, in deepest woe. 

The flower, with longing, gazes 

Mysteriously on thee 
As if it were a spirit 

That ne'er at peace can be; 

That must in vain shed perfume, 

And still must weep in vain; 
And none release can give it. 

Or understand its pain. 

Edmund Hoefer. R* E, fK 
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THE THREE GIPSIES. 



TV lY chaise was laboring thro' the sand, 
^^^ When, round about me sp)ring, 
Upon a verdant spot of land 
I saw three gipsies l3ring. 

One with a fiddle kept apart. 

And, all in selfish fashion, 
Played to himself with little art, 

A song of cheer and passion. 

The second, with his pipe in mouth, 
Gazed at its smoke ascending, 

Happy as if from north to ^outh 
Earth's joys were never ending. 

And still the third one calmly slept; — 

His lute above was swinging, 
And while its strings the breezes swept, 

In dreams his heart was singing 

Ragged the clothes of these gipsies three, 
Tatters and shreds and patches ; 

Yet they made light of destiny, 

And counted its wounds mere scratches. 
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A threefold hint I hence invoke — 

Whene'er we find life dreary, 
Thus we may fiddle, sleep, or smoke, 

And make our fortunes cheery. 

Now I must on my way alone; 

But ever late and early, 
I see again those faces brown, 

Those locks so black and curly ! 

d/icoiaus Ltnau, R. E, W, 
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CONFIDENCE. 



C 



£T happen Love, what happen may, 
Thy very living makes my day. 



Though in the world I roam apart. 
My home is ever where thou art 

When thy sweet face is bent on me, 
No future shadows can I see. 

Tkiodor storm, F, tTA. 
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THE PASTOR. 



QTILIj from the pastor's window 
^ Glimmers a lonely ray; 
The village all is sleeping, 
The pastor wakes — ^to pray! 

Before his Bible kneeling, 

He seeks his grief t' assuage ; 
And wipes the heavy tears away 

That fall upon the page. 

Beside him in the chamber, 

Upon her simple bed. 
There lies his little daughter — 

His little daughter — dead I 

He lifts the veil that covers 

The features turned to clay; 
Kisses the cold and pallid brow, 

And back returns to pray! 

Franz v. Gaudy, R. E. W, 
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SONG. 



"P^ROM whispVing pinions, 

Peace sheds a mild shadow 
O'er forest and meadow. 
Blessed be peace ! 

SofUy she murmurs 
To Slumber, her child, 
Who oft has beguiled 

Suffering to cease : 

"Know'st thou a bosom 
O'er-laden with sorrow? 
Oh, e'er the sad morrow 

Breathe on it rest ! " 



Feel'st thou his nearness? 
Long'st thou for rest? 
Sleep covers all things — 

Sleep, and be. blest ! 

Franz GriUfianer. ^. ^. ly^ 
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SPRING BLESSING. 



/^PEN the door, and welcome in 
^ The throng of glowing pleasures : 
Open ! the sunshine warm to win, 
With all heaven's breezy treasures. 

Down from the mountain, thro' the grove. 

The loud acclaim, resounding. 
Poured with the magic speed of love ; — 

And Spring o'er earth came bounding ! 

It sang o'er every barren plain. 
And soon the seeds were swelling; 

O'er wood and meadow streamed amain. 
And every rural dwelling. 

But best its kindly gifb, I trow. 

When, my sweet child caressing, 
It left a kiss upon her brow, 

With Nature's silent blessing. 

The songs and breezes tell with pride. 

In every place, the story 
Of thee, thou beautiful young bride. 

May's nursling, and her glory ! 

Johann Georg Fischer, R. E \V. 
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TO THE SUNSHINE. 



C\ SUNSHINE bright ! O sunshine clear 1 

How shin'st thou in my bosom here, 
And wak'st therein a lover's glow, 
Till all too narrow earth doth grow! 

And room and house become too strait; 
And, as I seek the outer gate, 
Thou charm'st into the thicket green. 
The sweetest girls that e'er were seen. 

O sunshine bright ! art thinking now 
That I dare make as free as thou, 
Who giv'st a kiss to every Rose 
That -will to thee its bloom disclose? 

Hast thou o'erlooked the world so long, 
And knoVst not that for me 'twere wrong? 
Why dost thou to such deeds invite? 
O sunshine clear ! O sunshine bright I 

h\>ba't Rdnuk, R. E. W. 
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THE SEA. 



I. 
TTTE sat in the fisherman's cottage^ 
''■ And looked out over the sea; 
And the evening mists came creeping 
Up silently as could be. 

In the lighthouse, the warning beacons 
Flashed one by one alight; 

And away in the far-off distance 
One ship was still in sight 

We spoke of storm and shipwreck, 
Of the sailor, and how he fares ; 

Of what perils 'twixt sky and ocean, 
And sorrow and joy, he dares. 

We spoke of the far-off regions 
In all quarters of the earth ; 

Of the strange and various peoples, 
And the lands that give them birth. 

Of the glitter and haze of the Ganges, 
And the bloom of its giant trees ; 

Of the Lotos-flowers, and the worship, 
And the cool of the evening breeze. 
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How in Lapland, the filthy natives, 

Flat-headed, wide-mouthed, and small, 
Crouch over the fires where they're cooking, 

And chatter, and croak, and squall 1 

The maidens earnestly listened, 

Till at length we spoke no more; 
The ship could be seen no longer, 

Twas dark on the sea and the shore ! 



IL 

The winds are drawing on their hose. 
The hose that the billows wreathe them; 

And they scouige the waves with sweeping blows, 
Till they howl and rush beneath them. 

From out the darkened sky with might. 
Stream showers in wild commotion ; 

It seems as if the ancient night 
Would drown the ancient ocean. 

To the lofty mast the sea-mew clings. 

With hoarse cry sympathetic; 
Or it flits about with restless wings. 

Of mischief dire prophetic 
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III. 

List to the storm's dance-music, 
As it pipes to its restless child; 

Hurrah for the bark, careering 
Thro* the night so merry and wild ! 

'Tis a range of watery mountains 
Tossed up by the surging main; 

Here yawns an abysmal blackness, 
There on high towers white again. 

Curses, and screams, and prayers, 
Shrill, forth from the cabin come ; 

While I to the mast am clinging. 
And wishing that I were home I 

Heinrich Heine. Ji. E, W. 
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GREETING. 



THOU moonlight fair I 
Beam thou into my darling's chamber there; 
Lighten her sleep with thy enchantments rare, 
And whisper dreams among her loosened hair; 
And how I love her, — ^tell it everywhere; 
Thou moonlight fair ! 

A A. Lev. R. E. ir. 
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IN VAIN. 



T^HERE rushes a wave thro' the ocean wide, 
^ And after it rushes another beside, 

To join it in fond endeavour. 
But tho' it may hasten, and heave amain, 
Its hope and its effort are all in vain ; 

On the shore it is shattered for ever ! 

Above on the arch of heaven unfurled, 
A cloud is floating over the world, 

In flight to overtake another : 
Still tho' in its eager course it flies, 
A storm is hurrying across the skies 

To disperse both it and its brother! 

I know a heart, that longs in vain 
To yield to another its joy, its pain. 

To make it its own, and to cherish. 
Yet tho' it may constantly groan and sigh, 
The other ne'er asks the reason why 

But leaves it in silence to perish I 

Fiodor Wehl. R, E, IV. 



so 



ENGLISH ECHOES OF 



THE LOTOS AND THE WATER-LILY. 



'T^HE Lotos-flower suffers 
-■■ Under the sun's fierce light; 
And drooping her weary head she dreams, 
Waiting the coming night. 

The moon, whom she loves so dearly, 

Shines on her sleeping face 
Till she wakes, and unfolds her petals 

With sweet and tender grace. 

She blooms, she glows and glistens. 

All wistfully gazing on high ; 
For love she weeps, and trembles 

With many a perfumed sigh. 

The slender Water-lily, 

As on the lake she dreams. 
Looks up, and the moon so fondly 

Pours on her his silver beams. 

Abashed, her small head bending 

Again o'er the lake so clear; 
Pale, through the water gleaming, 

She sees his image there I 

HftHi, F» d A* 
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THE OLD LINDEN. 



QEE how, with all its verdant power 

The Linden old is playing; 
The spring's soft breezes hour by hour 

Thro' its thick foliage straying 
Oft it has seen the valley wide 

Grow brighter with the morning; 
And heard, as fell the even-tide, 

Old songs, of night forewarning. 

And thou, O heart ! with tranquil powers 

Should'st o'er the world be yearning: 
And, after winter's dreary hours. 

Trust to the spring returning. 
Blooms still to thee, and blooms again 

In fragrance, every blossom; 
And newer songs with echoing strain 

Thrill gaily o'er thy bosom. 

Otto RoqudU, R, E, tV. 
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THE LITTLE DARLING. 



TT7H0 has his little wife at home, 

How happy is that man: 
He lives as in a stately dome, 
Nor Count, nor Kaiser can. 

He knows on earth no blessedness. 
Nor cares for, like his own; 

He thinks that, wanting food or dress, 
He'd live on love alone I 

The worlds may roll, or they may stay; 

And all that they contain. 
Save love and him, may pass away — 

'T would cause him little pain. 

" Hurrah I " he sings ; " of rain or wind 
No profit we can get: 
The wind, we hear it blow, and find 
The rain but makes us wet" 

His blood runs free thro' all his veins; 

His heart knows no reproach; 
His body's free from aches or pains. 

And "sound as any roach." 
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His food is sweet, his slumber sound, 

And knows no vain alarms ; 
He dreams that he's encircled round 

By Eva's loving arms. 

Happy that man! around him cling 

All thoughts of boundless bliss, 
Whose joy it b, to say or sing, 

He has his darling's kiss. 

But ah! what sing I to the air? 

No little darling's mine I 
O Eva! Kva! come and share 

My home, and make it thine! 

G. A. Burger, R. E. IV. 
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HOPE. 



T 



HE snows will melt, and the winter will pass. 
And the faithful lover return to his lass; 
When the nightingale's song, 
Clear and strong. 
Sobs and rejoices the whole night long. 

Adoif Stahr, R. E. W. 
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MOTHER'S JOY AND MOTHER'S SORROW, 



\T0 sweeter sight the world can know, 

Than what a mother's love doth show: 
To see a mother pure and mild 
Press to her heart a laughing child. 
No lovelier poem can bards indite, 
Than that which sings — how sweet the light 
Of holy fire from heaven above, 
That's kindled in a mother's lovel 

No human heart can sorrow know, 
So deep as is a mother's woe, 
Constrained her darling to bewail, 
Whom Heaven's best blessings seem to faiL 
No human heart has richer zest, 
Than beats within a mother's breast; 
Her nursling sheltered from all harms. 
And closely cradled in her arms. 

O mother's sorrow! mother's pain! 
The world is wide, and deep the main; 
Yet wide and deep as world and sea, 
So wide and deep thy woe may be: 
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But, broad as is the arch of heaven, 
So broad the love that God has given; 
So measureless the joy that's sown 
In one ibnd mother's heart alone! 

August Becktr, R. E. IV, 

SONNET. 



T STOOD upon a hill, whence I heard singing 
On the left hand, a sad and earnest strain: 
It was an offering to the earth again; 
I knew full well the church bells' solemn ringing. 

And from the right a nursling they were bringing: 
As of a butterfly the plumage vain. 
The many-colour'd ribbons waved amain; 

And little bells on high their peals were flinging. 

No creature dared disturb the deep devotion; 

The cattle in their pastures ceased their lowing; 
The firs were whispering prayer with gentle motioiL 

As tho' the bells combined, I heard them growing 

To one full harmony, like waves of ocean ; 
Of death and life the close comuiunion showing. 

Georg Herwegh, R, E, IV. 

H 
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THE FIRST KISS 



TT THY flutterest thou, my heart so wild, 
• ^ And art no longer calm and mild ? 
Is not my life all young and fair, 
And beautiful this world? But ahl 
He's kissed me! 

I know not if I may be glad; 
My heart's all tearful, yet not sad; 
And wheresoever my thoughts are stealing, 
Still every pulse brings back the feeling — 
He's kissed me I 

Ah ! if my lips alone he'd kissed, 
Life's wonted calm I had not missed, 
Down to my heart that kiss has gone, 
Which now thrills back to this one tone— 
He 's kissed me ! 

Would I could soar to heaven above. 
And guard him with an angel's love; 
And shield him from all earthly care; 
How sweet to think, for ever there — 
He 's kissed me ! 

Oscar von Rcdwitz. y. D. M. 
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AT MIDNIGHT. 



A LL nature lies a-sleeping, 

No breath disturbs its peace, 
Save where the brook is creeping, 
Whose murmurs never cease. 

The moon in brightness lonely 
Rests on each roof and tower; 

In all the world, I only 
Am waking at this hour. 

While all of pain or pleasure 
Is slumbering in my heart, 

There waketh still one treasure, 
Which only one — thou art! 

The thought of thee is bringing 
The peace that o'er me streams; 

Which flows by day in singing. 
And breathes by night in dreams. 

Julhii Radmberg, R. E. W, 
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THE RING. 



T SAT me on a mountain, 
-■• From home far, far away: 
Beneath me hills and valleys 
And smiling corn-fields lay. 

From off my finger, dreamily, 

A golden ring I drew, 
With which she pledged her love to me 

When last we bade adieu. 

As one might hold a telescope, 

I raised it to my eye; 
And thro' its tiny circlet saw 

The wide-spread landscape lie. 

Green hills and lofly mountains, 
And corn-fields on the plain; 

A lovely picture truly, 
For such a beauteous frame. 

Here cottages were gleaming 

Upon the steep hill-side; 
There sturdy peasants manfully 

The scythe and sickle plied. 
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Beyond were seen the lowlands, 

With rivers proudly flowing; 
And granite mountains far away 

Thro' the dim azure glowing. 

And towns with chiming cupolas; 

And woods in green array; 
And clouds which, like my longing, 

Sped onwards far away. 

The heaven, the earth beneath it, 
The scenes spread o'er the plains, 

All this, within its circle, 
My golden ring contains. 

O beauteous sight to gaze on! 

The earth, the heavens above. 
And human life, encircled 

By the golden ring of love ! 

Anastasius Griln. % D, M. 
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WINTER SONG. 



'T^HE fields so white, and pure, and cold, 
Are by the sunlight tinged with gold, 

With Winter's silver vying. 
As crystal fair, 
Gleams everywhere 

The veil o'er nature lying. 

The keen ice cleaves the rays of light, 
And shimmers blue, and red, and white. 
And glows with rosy blushes. 
From out the snow. 
All crisply show 
The twigs of bare thorn-bushes. 

The feath'iy rime upon the trees 
Is glistening, as the passing breeze 
Just breathes from hour to hour: 
And, floating down, 
White flakes are strown, 
A winter-blossom shower. 

The fir branch brown is drooping low, 
And threatens, with its load of snow, 
The wayfarer to cover; 
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Whose footprint cracks 
The snowy tracks 
That night has frosted over. 

Thro' ice the brooklet creeps along; 
With glittVing icicles is hung 

The roof. The spring is hidden: 
The swift cascade 
Its leap has stayed, 
By Winter's magic bidden. 

The little titmouse twitters shrill; 
The watchful sparrow pecks its fill 
Of grain at barn-doors lying. 
The greenfinch hops, 
And chirps, and stops, 
Thro' leafless thickets prying. 

And now I climb the frost-bound track, 
And gain the hill, whence, looking back, 
I stand in rapture gazing; 
To Him who makes 
Those silver)' flakes, 
My thankful heart upraisijii;. 

y. (w. von Salis'Seetins, R. E. IV, 
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LOVE'S CONSTANCY. 



r\ LOVE as long as love you can! 
^^ O love as long as love you may! 
The hour's at hand — the hour's at hand, 
When you in grief by graves must stay. 

Be careful that your heart is warm, 
And will beget and cherish love, 

As long as yet another heart 
Responsive to its throbs will move. 

Whoe'er his heart to you unfolds, 
Meet him as kindly as you can ; 

Make every hour for him more bright, 
Make none more sad for any man. 

And watch with care your hasty tongue; 

Lightly is said an unkind word; 
God! it was not meant for wrong; 

But one has left you who had heard. 

O love as long as love you can ! 

O love as long as love you may! 
The hour's at hand — the hour's at hand. 

When you in grief by graves must stay. 
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Then you may kneel upon the tur( 
And hide your eyes that flow with tears; 

Him you shall never more behold 
Thro' the long grass the churchyard bears. 

And say you, ''O look down on me, 
Who prostrate here have wept so long; 

Forgive that I have given you pain; 
O God! it was not meant for wrong." 

He sees and hears you now no more, 
Comes not to meet your glad embrace; 

The lips, that oft have kissed you, say 
No more, "Your wrong has left no trace." 

'Tis true : he pardoned you long since ; 

Yet many a scalding tear-drop fell 
For you, and for your cruel word; — 

SdU, he's at peace, and all is well 

O love as long as love you canl 

O love as long as love you may I 
The hour's at hand — the hour's at hand. 

When you in grief by graves must stay! 

Ferdinand FreUiiraih. R. E, W. 
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LOVE'S BLISS. 



r^H! onward, my horse, with speed, with speed! 

Surely thou seem'st to tany; 
To the forest, the forest, — my blessed Rede, 
My tender secret, to cany ! 

Tiere lies a throbbing evening glow, 

Shimmering over the meadows; 
Twitter and warble, above and below. 

The birds 'mid their leafy shadows. 

Could I but soar with jubilant song 

Up, up, with the lark's elation; 
And proclaim, the roseate clouds along. 

My bliss to the whole creation ! 

Or, like a storm with wingfed stride, • 

Burst over the rolling ocean. 
And there, to the silenced waves, confide 

The cause of my heart's commotion. 

But human ears there are none to hear; 

The lark's flight, there's no winging: 
I cannot rush forth with the storm's wild cheer; — 

Yet I cannot refrain from singing! 
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Then hear, thou hovering moon, my bliss ! 

Hear it, ye rivers flowing 1 
She is mine! she is mine! her fragrant kiss 

Still on my lips is glowing 1 

Emanud GabeL R. E. W, 
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THE MAY. 



npHERE is no fairer time on earth 
^ Than is the time of Maying; 
There is no greater joy on earth 

Than forth in May a-straying — a-straying. 
To sunshine bright the heart to yield, 
And rove o'er meadow, grove, and field; 
No claim the passive pulse to move, 
Except to love — to love! 

Already has the May returned; 

The breeze awakes the clover; 
And if for thee no love has burned, 

Seek one e'er May be over — be over: 
The birds they sing it soon and late, 
Tis settled in the book of fate. 
In May there's nought the pulse to move, 
Except to love — ^to love! 

Julius Sturm. R. E. W, 
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LIFE'S MAY. 



WET is the blooming, the golden tide I 
■*■ O thou fair world, why art thou so wide? 
Dut as wide is my heart, and as blue is the day 
As the sky ringing clear with the lark's sweet lay. * 
Sing, ye rejoicing, life's May-time will bide! 
Yet is the beautiful, blooming tide ! 
Yet are the days of roses 1 

Free is the heart, and free is the song; 
And free is the youth who is lusty and strong; 
And a rosy kiss is none the less free, 
Tho' bashful and chary the red lips be. 
Where a song resounds, when a kiss is tried, 
It is; — ^yet is the beautifrd, blooming tidel 
Yet are the days of roses ! 

Yes! deep in the heart all an entrance gains, 
The seeds of pleasures, the germ of pains : 
Then fresh be the heart, and joyous the mind; 
So the storms may bellow, and rave the wind. 
But we're ready to sing, whate'er betide^ 
Yet is the blooming, the golden tide! 
Yet are the days of roses 1 

Otto RoqudU, ^. E, W, 
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AT EVENING. 



QLOWLY the day is closing; 
The sun has sunk to rest; 
The stars, to his reposing, 
Their farewells have addrest 



Into my chamber beaming, 
With smiling ray, the moon 

Enquires, ''Still art thou dreaming 
Thus lonely, late and soon?" 

A secret lamentation 

Conjures my heart to peace; 
As if its palpitation 
. At such appeal would cease. 

There sounds a sweet spring ditty; 

Maiden, I think of thee ; 
And, cheered by thy sweet pity, 

No more alone Til be! 

WUhdm Osterwaldn R, £, ^. 
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IN THE NIGHT. 



npHE lightnings flashed the livelong night 
-*■ Across the vault of heaven; 

As if a conflagration's light 
Throughout the air were driven. 



Down sinks the storm, but still and low 

The sultry sky is brooding; 
While muttered thunders come and go, 

Yet distant showers foreboding. 

Then sudden fall great drops of rain, 
Like long-check'd tears returning; 

The dry earth drinks them, and again 
Looks up, for moisture yearning. 

But lo ! when dawn the morning hours, 

I see a mighty wonder; 
The earth's fair bosom fiU'd with flowers. 

Laughing the bright skies under. 

O marvel! who this change has wrought? 

The buds, from wintry dulness. 
Who, in one single night, has brought 

To such a loving fulness? 
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Be Still, be still 1 and mark again 

The blossoms coy retreating; 
They seem to shrink with timid pain 

From day's too ardent greeting. 

Be still ! and ask the Bridegroom bold. 

Ask Spring, the youthful lover, 
Who came at night the meadows cold 

With blossoms bright to cover? 

WUhdm MuUer. H. E. W. 



TRUST. 



"1 17110 truly loves has courage high; 
'''' He knows he has God's sympathy, 

God's mighty arm will shield him. 
And tho' he cross the raging sea, 
All angel guards shall round him be, 

Their care and aid to yield him. 

Emanud Gdbd. E. E, W. 
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NIGHT'S STILLNESS. 



T T IGH in the heavens, as stars were wingmg 

Their silent course in beauty bright, 
I heard a whisper and a ringing 

ft 

Pervade the stillness of the night 
Yet it was not the leaves' soft breathing, 

Nor song of nightingales, that stirred 
My inmost soul; but silence, wreathing 

A sweeter strain than e'er was heard. 



And oh ! I felt, as if werQ thrilling 

A lute's soft notes from rock and stone; 
As if a Siren's lay were filling 

My heart with its enchanted tone: 
As if the woods and forests, drunken 

With slumber, soothed themselves in dreams; 
Or, as a child, in sleep half-sunken, 

To murmur prayers still softly seems. 

As tho' in silver boat careering. 
The moon sang to herself on high, 

And I, in thousand tongues, were hearing 
Star-voices in the nightly sky. 
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As if from heaven's heights down-soaring 
The light-winged choir of dreams were near. 

Their legends old, and fables, pouring 
Into the sleeper's listening ear. 

Such thine accustomed celebration, 

O Nature! such thy nightly songs; 
Whose melody, through all creation, 

Thrills like a prayer the whole night long. 
And when to mortal souls 'tis given 

To catch some echoes of the strain. 
Earth's sorrows melt in dreams of heaven, 

And hope fills fainting hearts again! 

Sound sweetly on, ye mystic voices, 

Your angel-music soft and pure; 
Like balm your song my heart rejoices. 

And teaches it earth's woes t' endure. 
And when from all he loves is parted, 

And wakes in tears, some hapless wight; 
Breathe peace to the despairing-hearted. 

And whisper low a sweet good-night! 

Robert Pruit, R, E. IV. 
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FIRST LOVE. 



TV T EVER did any one do as he; 

•*"^ With both his hands he laid hold on me, 

And gazed into my being 
With irresistibly passionate look; 
As tho' he would search, if any nook 

Hid anything from his seeing. 

None ever asked such things as he; — 

In what I took pleasure — ^what troubled me — 

What soothed my heart's distresses. 
The whole world seemed like a dream to grow;-— 
Am I yet myself? I hardly know! — 

I'm bewildered with his caresses ! 

Never did any one kiss as he; 

Nor father, nor mother so fond could be, 

Tho' I from his lips was shrinking. 
And yet I would yield him all with a smile, 
Such joyous and blissful thoughts beguile 

The hours when of him I'm thinking I 

Julius Grosse, A*. E. W. 
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SPRING SONG. 



VTOW songs are ringing 

From all the branches; 
Flowers are blowing 
Fragrant and bright 
So love no longer 
Will silent remain. 
But her soft secret 
Brings forth to the light 

She whispers it shyly 
In the ear of the roses ; 
Confides it to songsters 
In leafy homes curled: 
Sings it to Heaven 
That circles her round, 
Proclaims it in blessing 
Before all the world. 

yulius Sturm. /». £, IV. 
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FLOWERS. 



pHILDREN of the vernal ray! 
^ Flowers upon the lap of earth ! 
Nature formed you to be gay, 

Nature loved you from your birth. 
Flora decked your robes with light, 
Made them beautiful and bright, 

Rich with tints of freshest bloom. 
Children of the Spring, complain 
That she left you to remain 

Plunged, without a soul, in gloom 1 

Lark and nightingale on high, 

Sing to you their love's alarms; 
Sportive sylphs around you fly, 

Nestling gently in your arms. 
Did not Venus softly swell 
Every cup and purple bell, 

Pillows for her love to be? 
Children of the Spring, lament 
That to you no love was sent^ 

No deep heart-felicity! 

But when, from my Nanny's view, 
Rudely driven I must remove. 

If sweet buds I cull from you. 
Pledges dear of tender love. 
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Into them my hands inspire, 
Life, and language, soul, and fire. 

Speechless heralds of my grie^ 
And the God of love, for me, 
Pours His whole divinity 

Into every silent lea£ 

Sckiiler. J, D, M, 
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THE EVENING STAR. 



SOFT fragrance breathes among the foliage; 
The glow of blossoms shines afar; 
And thro' the branches steals a whisper-^ 

'^Awaketh yet the evening star? 
Hast thou not, O friend true-hearted ! 
Some word to say of days departed?" — 
Kindly gleams the starry ray — 
''I'm remote, and so are they!" 

Carolitu v, Woitmauu. R, E. W 
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REMEMBRANCE 



A ND hast thou ever loved in truth? 
^ *• Whether it brought thee joy or ruth : 
O hold the sweet remembrance fast 
Within thy heart, while life shall last ! 

Give it, as that thou prizest best, 
A cherished place within thy breast; 
Even as a loved one's grave is spread 
With fiowers, in memory of the dead. 

And every greeting thou hast sent, 
And eveiy kiss upon thee spent. 
And even tlie parting's bitter smart, 
O guard its mem'ry in thy heart! 

So that, when years have o'er thee rolled. 
And age's frosts have made thee cold. 
Thou, with the bliss of vanished hours, 
May'st still refresh thy failing powers. 

And, as the taste of noble wine 

Still lingers in its empty shrine, 

So shall sweet memories round thee throng, 

And make thy wearied heart-beats strong. 
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The rose, perchance, will fade at night; 
Earth's glories pass away from sight: 
That which thou lov'st, O heart! alone 
Shall give thee bliss when life is gone ! 

Robert Pruts. ' R. E, IV. 
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COUNSEL. 



IT THAT touches thee — what makes thee glad — 
^^ Conceal it close within thy breast; 
It makes the envious spirit mad 
To see a face in joyance drest 

The heart with love embraced around. 
Still always beareth flow'rs and fruits: 

No lightning smites them to the ground, 
No summer heats dry up their roots. 

With one true soul's affection blest, 

Exalted over human strife, 
Enjoy — of all earth's gifts the best — 

The bliss of a retirM life. 

Aaol/ Bdti£er, R. E. IV. 
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MAY DEW. 



TN the forest, o'er the meadow. 

With the dawn of morning gray, 
Drops from out night's parting shadow, 

Fresh and soft, the dew of May. 
That which gives to May its power, 

Felt in every scent and hue. 
Enamels leaves, and ]delds the flower 

Tint and perfume, is the dew. 

The mollusc, the dew-drop drinking, 

Pearls within its shell will show: 
Down into the oak tree sinking. 

Honey bees thereout will grow. 
Birds in flight upon their passage. 

Scarcely dip therein their beak. 
Ere they've learnt the tuneful message. 

Which to charmed woods they speak. 

With the dew in May-bells holden. 
Maidens wash their faces bright; 

Bathe therein their tresses golden. 
Till they gleam with heavenly light 
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Even eyes grown red with weeping 
Love to soothe themselves with dew: 

Till the star of morning, steeping 
Its light in dew-drops, comes in view. 

Let me also share thy blessing, 

Magic balm for every smart 1 
With thy drops my eyes caressing, 

Give to drink my thirsty heart 
Give me youth, the joy of singing. 

Heavenly objects still in view; 
Strength for simlight-vision bringing; 

May's refreshing, tender dew ! 

jAiitmg UKland. R. E. IK 
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PROVERB. 



n^HAT man is not on earth alone 

From whom his dearest ones are taken; 
But he whose heart and soul are gone, 
For love or knowledge ne'er to waken. 

Friairich Riickert. R, £, IV, 
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ON THE SEA-SHORE. 



T WAS alone, the sun was slowly setting, 

-^ As from the shore I watched the glorious sky 

And saw the tinted clouds soft floating by, 
Each, as it passed, a golden halo getting. 

The little lisping waves were silent never, 
But rippled on, all wreathed in silver spray; 
While drowsily, all weary with their play, 

A low, sweet lullaby they chanted ever. 

Then, ere behind the waves his splendour hiding. 
The sun a parting gloiy shed around; 
A little breeze swept by with whispering sound, 

And all was still, in lonely peace abiding. 

But o'er my soul there came a tender yearning, 
Which filled my weary eyes with many a tear. 
And all my being longed that thou wert near, 

While still to thee my thoughts were ever turning. 

Without thee by me, every beauty sharing. 
Too great was all the glory, and too pure 
For my sad spirit lonely to endure; 

So from the radiant scene I turned despairing. 

Hermann Allmtrs„ F. d*A, 
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THE ANCHOR. 



i^AST in my heart thine anchor. 
Thou sweet and tender child; 
Love's harbour knows no storm-winds, 
But breezes soft and mild. 

Beneath the treacherous ocean 

Lie reefs unseen and dark; 
Oh come ! with shells and coral 

I'll deck thy life's frail bark. 

Though boats are gaily tossing 
Upon the dancing waves; 

Oh come ! with all their brightness, 
They cover cruel graves. 

Trust not those glittering waters, 

But come and trust my love; 
Cast in my heart thine anchor, 

Which no rough seas can move. 

Robert Hammtrling, F, d*A. 
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SPRING'S GHOSTS. 



WITHIN my chamber, late and lonely, 
I studied by my lamplight only; 
And, tho* my eyesight craved relief, 
Still turned with patience leaf by lea£ 

Upon my window came a tapping] 
I don't believe in spirit-rapping, — 
But, as my room's two storeys high, 
Such tapping seemed a mystery. 

I peered into the outside shadows, 
And saw the moonlight on the meadows: 
The nightingale was sobbing there; — 
All else was silence everywhere. 

Yet scarcely was I once more seated, 
Ere plainly were the taps repeated; 
The casement then I opened wide, 
And paused to see what might betide. 

Then sudden, thro' the window coming, 
Was heard a loud and ghostly humming; 
And chafers two flew in, annoyed 
That I so late should be employed : 
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That I should o'er my books be poring, 
And not, like them, thro' space be soaring, 
To enjoy the soft, warm-breathing night, 
Its scent of flowers and starry light 

Julius Sturm. A. E. iK 
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A SONG OF THE SEA. 



T^HOU lovely fisher-maiden ! 
'- Bring here thy boat to land; 
Come now, and sit beside me, 
Come, kiss me, hand in hand. 

Thy head upon my bosom 
Rest, — ^thou hast nought to fear; 

Daily thyself thou trustest 
At sea, without a care. 

My heart is like the ocean; 

Has storms, and ebb, and flow; 
But many a noble jewel 

Lies in its caves below. 

I/t^nrich ffeim, Jk. E. W. 
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For love still rules the sea, the earth, 
Without it life were nothing worth. 
Come, then, sad joy, and sweeter pain. 
And rock this drifting heart again." 

Fram DifigdsUdt, F, (f A. 



THE ROSEBUD. 



1i ffY heart is like a rosebud, 
ifl ^\^2X lives a hidden thing; 
And, 'mid the storms of winter, 

Is dreaming of the spring. 

• 

My heart is like a rosebud. 

Pervaded by sweet scent; 
And ne'er can bloom to flower. 

Till chilling winds be spent 

My heart is like a rosebud; — 
And tho' it break with love, 

Its bloom is but unfolded, 
To brighter beams above. 

Edward Ferrand. F. E. IK 
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IN THE WOOD. 



IVTOW I am happy, and rejoice, 
'*-^ And all things round me cheer me; 
When I can sing my fill of love. 
With no one near to hear me. 

Only the dusky wood to hear. 
With thickest foliage o'er me; 

I greet it, — it responds to me, 
And fain would bow before me. 

Ah no ! that were indeed too much ; 

To me, so poor a creature; 
Until I something nobler grow, 

Small honour's due from Nature. 

But is it honour not enough. 

That me thou so regardest; 
That thou, O sturdy oak tree ! thou 

For me thy coolness guardest?— 

That thou, O darling aspen ! thou 

To me art ever lisping. 
And half in secret, leaf with leaf, 

And twig with twig, art crisping? — 
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That thoUy O pine! so mournfully 

Begin'st thy song of sadness? 
Ah yes! IVe reason good to speak 

Of honour, love, and gladness. 

Thou only, little rose, art still 

So silently retreating; 
As if alone, of all the trees. 

Thyself had'st miss'd my greeting. 

Yet wait awhile, and thou, one day. 

Upon my grave shalt blossom; 
And then thou'lt know the love for thee 

That's glowing in my bosom. 

Hoffmann v, FalUrsleben. R, E. JV. 
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BOLDNESS. 



CONSIDER, heart! the rose is bold; 
So bold, its crimson flower 

Cheerful its petals will unfold, 

To greet its dying hour. 

Wilhdm Wackemagel, R. E. W, 
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THE YOUNG MOTHER. 



A MOTHER sat so fondly holding 
•^ *• A sleeping babe, her arms his bed; 
While sunset rays, all things enfolding, 
Shed a glory round her head. 

Now o'er her little one low-bending, 
And dreaming not of watcher near. 

She gazed, both love and worship blending. 
In her eyes so soft and dear. 

Deep in my heart the memory lingers 

Of each tender blandishment; 
Each caress of loving fingers. 

Each sweet smile of proud content 

Raising then her eyes, and praying 

To her God in heaven above, 
*• Father," — thus I heard her saying, — 

•'Am I worthy of Thy love?" 

Closer still her baby pressing. 

Gazing still with love-lit eyes. 
She looked indeed as one possessing 

Here an earthly paradise. 
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And my spirit, tired and sadden'd, 

Felt refreshed, as if a light 
Straight from heaven my heart had gladden'd, 

Hiding all my sins from sight 

Thoughts of faith and love came o'er me, 

Of the Holy Mother Maid ; 
At the feet of her before me 

I had almost knelt and pra/d. 

Hammer. F, d*A. 
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ENCOURAGEMENT. 



r\ THOU mysterious human heart! 

^ From which a spring of life there gleams. 

Which in itself endures the smart 

Of thirst, until one quaffs its streams ! 
Wait not the world's unkindly nod. 

But be prepared to meet its worst: 
Thou art a beaker filled for God, 

And none but He can quench thy thirst! 

Frudruh Hebbd. R, E. fV. 
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SPRING-TIME. 



TT7HEN the Spring upon the hills awakes, 
^^ And in sunshine bright is lost the snow; 
When the tender green o'er tree-tops breaks, 
And in the grass the first young flow'rets blow: 
When the days of rain, 
Winter's dull domain, 
O'er the vale have passed away again : 
Echoes from the height. 

To the vale afar, — 
Oh ! how wondrous bright 
These Spring seasons are I 

When on glaciers throbs the liquid sheen. 

When the mountain-springs with life are stirred, 
All around is deck'd with living green. 

And the forest's murmuring sounds are heard: 
Joys serene and true 
FiU the soul anew, 
And the skies are smiling purely blue : 
Echoes from the height, 

To the vale afar, — 
Oh I how wondrous bright 
These Spring seasons are! 




: 
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Was it not in Spring-time such as this, 

When my heart disclosed itself to thine? 
When I first received the maiden kiss, 

Long, and pure, and true, which pledged thee mine? 
Then the thickets rang, 
Songs the glad birds sang. 
And the streams from out the hill-sides sprang! 
. Echoed from the height, 
To the vales afar, — 
Oh ! how wondrous bright. 
These Spring seasons are! 

Frudruh BocUmtedt. R, E, W, 
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IN THE FOREST. 



"nOREST joy and forest rest, 
-■■ Visions many tinted. 
How ye soothe my laden breast. 
And ripen joys just hinted 

Ferdinand FreUigratK ^« ^* ^^* 
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MY CHILD. 



COME kiss me, my darling, thy father's joy! 
Come close to thy £sither's heart, my boy! 
Let me see myself deep in thy eyes of blue, 
So pure, so holy, so joyous and true. 

When to my home thy mother I brought. 
An angel's dwelling for me she wrought; 
And my brightest simlight there she made, 
Till thee in thy father's arms she laid. 

Then arose, with love's unspeakable might. 
In thy childish beauty a heavenly light: 
It beamed from each glance of thy sunny eyes. 
Innocent, happy, and true, and wise. 

• 

Oh! could I but keep thee so good and fair, 
And ne'er let thee go from thy father's care; — 
From the storms of life could I shelter thee warm. 
As thou liest and laughest now on my arm. 

Yet smooth, unheard, and with wingfed speed. 

The time passes on, and we take no heed: 

To the boy, to the youth, to the man, thou hast grown, 

Thou lookest afar, and each age has flown. 
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Thou mak'st for thyself a hearth and home, 
Dear and beloved many others become; 
New times take thee up on their wings afar, 
Thy parents behind in the old times are 

It cannot be other, so must it be: 
But as yet, my boy, thou belongest to mel 
Come kiss me, my darling, thy father's joy! 
Come close to thy father's heart, my boy! 

Victor V. Strausz, R. £. IK 
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FROM MIRZA SCHAFFY'S LEGACY. 



TT7HY are the flowers in meadow and field, 
*V So fragrant at these spring seasons? 
Ask a fair woman response to yield, — 
She best can tell you the reasons! 

The magic power in forest and plain. 
That thrills me with love and pleasure, 

Is only the thought revived again. 
Of thee, my life, my treasure ! 

Fritdrich BodmstaU, R, E. W, 
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THE DEEP WELL. 



'T^HOU lovely mouth 1 thy twin-lips close; 
^ Deep heart, conceal thine inmost part;- 
At the right hour comes one, who knows 
To loose the chains of lips and heart 

At thought of thee, there comes to mind 
The legend of the olden town; 

Where was a well, — ^not hard to find, — 
Whence none to drink was ever known. 

It was so deep— so wondrous deep. 
That if within its gloom profound 

A cup were lowered, hours would creep 
Away, but 'twould not reach the ground. 

There passed a minstrel thro' the land, 
Who came to see the wondrous well, 

And took his violin in hand, 
And played a strain that none could telL 

And hark ! a rustling deep and full, 
A bursting forth, and bubbling dear; — 

Then gushed the waters sweet and cool. 
And flowed above the margin there. 
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The player quaffed the water free; 

And so was loosed that gloomy ban. 
Ah! who could sing this song to thee^ 

He were indeed a happy man I 

Paul Heyu. R. E, W, 
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THE TEAR. 



"IT THY are those eyes so radiant, 
^^ All wet with tears to-day? 
What sorrow can have quench'd their light, 

And hid their smiles away? 
But smiling, child, or weeping, 

Pure thou wilt ever keep; 
As heaven is ever heaven. 

Though clouds across it sweep. 

Eduard v, Bau€mfM p, gpA, 
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TO FANNY. 



IT THEN I am dead and gone, and these frail limbs 
^^ Turn to the dust from which they first were made; 
When I have wept my last, and these bright eyes 
Lie dimmed within the narrow silent tomb; 
When men have ceased to celebrate my name. 
And little now is left of all my glory; 
When thou, my Fanny, also art forgot, 
And thy soft smile, and holy gentle acts^ 
No longer live in human memory; — 
Then will a mom appear, when I shall rise 
Again, with ihee^ from out the silent grave; 
When fate no more shall separate the souls 
Which thou, O Nature I form'dst for one another. 
Then will the Judge of all, with even scale 
Of justice, weigh each thought and deed; and what 
On earth seemed discord in the course of things 
Will now resound with endless harmony. 
When thou art standing, just awoke from sleep. 
Then will I haste to thee, and tarry not. 
Until some seraph take me by the hand 
And lead me to thee, now at length immortal. 
Then will I, full of tears — such tears as shed 
Immortal spirits in yon world of bliss — 
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Stand at thy side, and call thee by thy name, 
And twine my arms around thee; for at length, 
O immortality! art thou fully ours, 
And joy as speechless as is here my pam. 

Meantime flow on, O life! the hour is near 
That calls us to the cypress : all the rest 
Are dedicate to sorrow, burdened love. 

Klopstock, 7 D, M, 
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THE STAG. 



A HUNTSMAN was chasing, thro* forest and field, 
'^ *■ A stag in the early mom ; 
When he spied a maiden, rosy as May, 
Come out on her garden lawn. 

What ails the good horse that gallop'd so swift? 

Has he strained his foot in the race? 
What ails, too, the hunter so eager and bold. 

That he shouts no more to the chase? 

• 

The stag darts forward o'er hill and dale. 
She slackens no moment her speed; 

Hold now, poor beast, for the huntsman of thee 
Has this long time forgot to take heed 

Ludwi^ Uhland. J, D. M. 
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NATURE'S PEACE. 



TTERE in peaceful vale, with silent woods sonoimded, 
-^ ^ By the steep hill-side from earth's remoteness bounded. 
In the grey of even, reeds in dreamy whispers 
Utter their yesper& 



Where the miU-whed rests from its continual whirling. 
And round the casement pane ivy dusk is curling, 
Twining o'er the beams, to roof and gable clinging. 
Skyward upspringing. 

Where, embow'red in leaves in the sunset blushing, 
Nightingales' sweet songs are 'mid the silence gushing;- 
Where, thro' velvet turf o'er the meadows creeping. 
Flowers are peeping. 

BlessM here to rest far from the world secluded, 
Far from stir of men whom ambition has deluded ; 
One belovM hand at otu* hearts caressing, 
Doubling our blessing. 

Rolb afar the wave of the world's mad quarrel, 
Where human peace is sold for wreaths of laurel ; 
Where, amid the clang of all discordant voices, 
Poor man rejoices. 
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Here is no contention — ^here ancient truth and rightness, 
Old as the sun's rays, and tranquil as their brightness; 
Gifts without measure welcome to all living 
Nature is giving. 

Calm and free hei gait, but her law is brazen, 
To blind men, as to«seers, she her text will blazon; 
Grave and cradle she to human nature lowly; — 
Her peace is holy. 

Rudolf GotUchaU. R. E. IV. 



99 



■44- 



THE UNSAFE MESSENGER. 



T SAT alone one still midnight, 
^ And gazed into the distance bright 
There came a moonbeam in to me, 
And said, "Can I of service be?" 

I said, " Yes ! if thou at once depart. 
And kiss the nursling of my heart : 
Unto my love my greetings bear, 
And bring me tidings how they fare." 

I looked for faithful answer soon. 
But waited vainly for the moon. 
Until by me 'twas clearly seen, 
In her last quarter she had been. 

Casar v. Lmgtrke. R* E, IV. 
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NIGHT'S MAGIC 



TTEAR'ST thou not the fountains flowing, 
^ ^ Midst the stones and flowers afar; 
To the quiet wood-lakes going, 
Where the marble statues glowing 

In their lonely beauty are? 
From the hill-tops, soil descending, 
Wakening olden songs unending. 

Comes the peaceful, wondrous night: 
With the fields, in beauty blending 

Like a dream, the still moonlight! 

Dost thou know the flower growing 

In the moonlight-silvered ground? 
From the bud but half are glowing 
Youthful limbs, their beauty showing, 

Ruddy mouth, arms white and round? 
And the nightingales are throbbing, 
And around begins a sobbing, 

Smitten with Love's mortal wound; 
From vanished days their glory robbing — 

Come into the quiet ground! 

Joseph V, Eichendorff, R, E, W. 
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IN ME MORI AM 

^ t(e Seatfy of a CfytDk. 



'pHE Cock »», Or i, ,«ild* 
And now the night is deep; 
The sickly lamp bums dimly; — 
Come to thy bed and sleep. 

The winds of night are sighing. 
And moaning round oiu* home; 

But we sit lonely waiting, 

And watch to hear thee come. 

It seems as thou, all gently, 

Wert knocking at the door; 
As though thou had'st been wandering. 

And now com'st back once more. 

Alas! poor foolish mortals! 

'Tis we — ^"tis we who roam. 
Lost in a maze of darkness I 

Long hast ikou found thy home. 

Eichendorjf, J, D. Af. 
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THE OAK WOOD. 



T TROD in a solemn oak wood, 
* And heard, low-rippling near, 

The brook as it whisper'd to the flowers. 
Like a little child at prayer. 

And a sudden sense came o'er me 

Of mystery around ; 
While the green leaves softly rustled 

With a weird unearthly sound. 

As if they fain would tell me 

Of God and of His will; 
But o'er them swept His nearness, 

And they were speechless stilL 



•«»• 



PRAYER. 



n^HOUGHTS may flow fast and deep within us, 
-"- But search and reasoning bring no peace; 
The spirit only knows the real. 
When mind to mind stands face to face. i 
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Then let your soul expand its wings. 
And let your heart be opened wide; 

And let your longings take their flight 
O'er hill, and mountain-land, and tide. 

And gaze and listen, wait and trust! 

Until His heavenly truth inspire, 
Until His joy darts thro' your breast : 

Knowledge of the Divine is prayer I 

Prayer is balsam, comfort, peace. 

The loss of self in Deity; 
The harmony of human souls 

With heaven's eternal melody! 

Prayer is freedom, loss of all 
That binds the soul to this poor clod; 

So that no words, nor forms, nor thoughts. 
Stand darkening between her and God! 

Mysterious, and yet so bright. 

It bears the soul to heaven away; 
Tis like a slumbering at the source, 

And yet a waking into dayl 

Nicolam Lenau, y. D, M, 
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THE PRAYER. 



11 THEN full thy heart of bitter pain, 

Worn out with grief, and sick to death; 
When love has all been given in vain, 

And blessing changed to cursing hath. 
When, lest thou look on desolation, 

Thine eye recoils from backward gaze : 
And terrible anticipation 

Bewilders thee, for coming days. 

When to the grave is borne thy mother, 

Who loved thee as none loves again; 
To whom, as ne'er to any other. 

Thou open'dst up thy secret pain, 
Then to thy chamber take thy sorrow. 

Thyself alone, and close the door; 
From still communion there to borrow 

A hope to cheer thy heart once more. 

There to thy God thy heart inclining, 
Prostrate thyself before His face ; 

Entreat Him as a child — ^and, shining. 
Upon thy soul, comes light and grace. 
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The burden from thy heart is falling. 

Thou feel'st that thy Redeemer lives; 
And that, to all thy mournful callings 

His presence there an answer gives. 

LArecht Dreves. R, E. IV. 



-••- 



LIFR 



'T^IS blank nonentity where'er I gaze, 
•■' Life is itself at best a weary race, 
For peace and happiness a fruitless chase; 

And on the road we wander in a maze ! 



Ah ! could we reach our earthly goal at last, 
As fresh as when we first began. 
And on our childhood's journey ran. 

We might enjoy life's drama as it passed 

But fate compels us on from day to day. 
Just like a pitcher broken at the spring. 
That loses all which it contained within, 

To the last drop upon the dusty way: 
Now it is empty I from it none can drink. 
And to the other potsherds it must sink I 

Nkolaus Lenau. J. D. M, 
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WOMAN'S HEART. 



PVEEP hidden in the forest bower, 

^ By Heaven's blue ceiling vaulted o'er, 

The lake lies still at evening's hour, 

And flow'rs breathe forth their perfumed store. 
The gilded dragon-flies, displaying 

On waving sedge their glist'ning dress, 
Whisper the waters as they're pla3ring, 

Of joy in forest loneliness. 

A woman's heart this lake resembles; 

When, 'mid her dreams — ^the world afar — 
In her confiding home, she trembles 

To think how great her perils are. 
If pure and heavenly her endeavoiu*, 

Then she looks back with courage high ; 
With love and labour striving ever, 

To make that home's felicity. 

Gotthold JCreyenberg, R. E, W. 



^^ 



THE DREAM. 



TN a beauteous garden, wandered 
•■■ Two lovers, hand in hand. 
Two forms, all pale and sickly, 
They sat in the flowery land. 
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They kissed each other fondly, 
They pressed them face to face; 

And each grew strong and healthy, 
In Love's serene embrace. 

Two chimes rang out so clearly, — 
The dream fled in that hour: — 

She lay in the cloister lonely, 
He, far in the darksome tower. 

Ludwig Uhland, 7- ^- ^• 
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RESIGNATION. 



IF e'en thou art forsaken, 
O man, do not complain: 
For now first canst thou meekly 
Return to God again. 

The troublous world shall tempt thee, 

And charm thine ear no more; 

The inner world of love and peace 

Now opens wide its door. 
I 
► In it thy life is hidden, 

^ ' In God above thou'rt blessed: 

And those by earth enchanted. 

Know nothing of thy rest 

Andrtas Kamer, 7 ^^- ^- 
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MORNING AND EVENING. 



r\ MORNING hours ! O morning tide ! 

Of life the fountain flowing : 
Thou mak'st the narrow heart grow wide, 

The dim eye bright and glowing. 
It seems as I could wake, and rise 

From out all bygone sadness, 
When thy first beams delight my eyes, 

And I inhale thy gladness! 

Then swells my heart, as 'twere a seed. 

With thousand new-bom powers; 
Which mount, and soar aloft, and breed 

Delights for morning hours. 
Their joyous interchange of bliss. 

With hopes my soul is thrilling; 
And so it is that morning's kiss 

With hope the world is filling. 

But ah I the world is limitless ; 

And, as the heart is longing, 
And feels at best its littleness, 

Tears to my eyes come thronging. 
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Then sinks the evening's holy peace 

Upon this human sorrow; 
And bids these pangs of heart to cease 

With hopes of brighter morrow 1 

Enough the strength of human life, 

For fight — ^for triumph, never! 
We must not, in the endless strife, 

Stand still, or cease endeavour. 
Still, if the toil exhaust our powers. 

The slumber comes to-morrow; 
And if the final wish be ours. 

The first need cause no sorrow! 

Frudruh HdM. R, E. W. 
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THE EVENING OF LIFE. 



W 



'HEN the glow of day is ending 
On the far horizon's pyre; 
Sparkling high, and wide extending 

Once again its sheaves of fire : 
So may life, — thus oft I ponder, — 

Brighten in its closing hours; 
Once again, ere soaring yonder, 
Djring, waken all its powers! 

Wahdm ymsm. R. E. W. 
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THE CONVERSATION. 



T SAID to morning's glow; — why breathest thou 
• In beams of rosy light? 

I asked the maiden fair; — why wreathest thou 

Thy brows so pure and bright? 
Grow pale full soon, O morning glow, thou must; 
And thou, too, maiden fair, shalt turn to dust; 
Why thus in beauty dight? 

I deck myself, thus spake the morning glow. 

In beams of rosy light ; 
Tho' other fate awaits me well, I know. 

When comes the dreary night 
He who the moon and stars has made to shine, 
Has rosy-tinted too these cheeks of mine, 

To gladden human sight! 

I wreathe my brows, thus said the maiden fair. 

Ere spring-time passes by: 
Should I, forsooth, my bloom with sadness wear, 

That one day youth must fly? 
To Him who knows and guards the sparrow's nest. 
Lets flowers bloom and fade, — I leave the rest, 

And keep my coiurage high! 

Ernst Moriiz Amdt. R» E. fK 
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WHAT BECAME OF MY CARES. 



T ONCE strolled forth in the forest green, 
•■• And my sorrows with me went : 
In vain I sought to put miles between, — 
On my company they were bent 

But when we had gotten into the bush, 

A whisper began amain : — 
The little birds twittered, — ^ye sorrows, hush 1 

Depart from our green domain 1 

The grass rose up and held them back; 

They were blown along by the wind; 
Rustled the trees, and obscured their track, 

Till no place anywhere CQuld they find 

And they ran and knocked their heads about. 
On the rocks that were piled around; 

In the laughing sunshine their strength gave out; — 
In the dew-drops they were drowned 

^ There you have it," I cry, as from them freed, 
At peace in the freshness I roam; — 

''See what perils for you the wood doth breed. 
And another time, tany at homeP' 

GusUtv Pfarrms. R. E, W, 
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THE SLAVE. 



C\ WERE I rich and free — a Pacha without peer, 

How dear to me this land, where groves of laurels rear 

Their heads, and com and wine abound! 
How loved these golden rays — their crystal air. 
Those lawns — ^which sweetest roses ever bear, 

And this blue ocean all around! 

At mid-day would I rest on purple couches soft, 
In airy chambers where the water springs aloft 

From marble fonts, with ceaseless play; 
And where an ebon boy, such as the Niger bears. 
With crisp and woolly hair, and gold rings in his ears, 

Hums to the lyre his artless lay. 

Or on proud steed of pure Arabian sire, 
Fleet as the wind, with eyes of flashing fire. 

Swift over hill and dale I'd hie. 
Through fields of maize, shaded with plantain trees. 
Along the rolling stream, where proud on every breeze 

Broad palm leaves, like green pennants, fly. 



GERMAN SONG. 

And at the hour when nightingales are heard, 
A page should fan me, as along the sward 

« 

I lie upon the mountain brow. 
There would I gaze athwart the wide, wide sea, 
And on the town beneath, while every cypress tree 

Flames in the purple evening glow. 

And then the lovely night! with swiftly plying oar, 
And music soft, I'd float far from the shore; 

And when the moonbeams faintest shine. 
Lightly I'd raise the veil of her I prize the best. 
And see those dark bright eyes, where every look expressed 

Love's charming promise — I am thine. 

Thus sweetly dreamed the slave, then clanked his heavy chain, 
And from his lair aroused, he stood erect again, 

With terror gazing on the scene around 
Then paled once more the morning star in heaven's deep blue, 
And by him stood again his bearded lord, who threw 

A scowl, and cried — Off to your work, you hound! 

GiibtU 7. D, M. 
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HOME. 



TiffY childhood's home! for thee my heart is yearning, 
^^ Though humble and unknown to men thou art 
To thee my heart is drawn when distant far I stray, 
Beneath thy sheltering roof I first beheld the day, 
In thee my earliest joys and sorrows passed away. 
Nor shall these memories so blest depart, 
For e'en in Paradise 
Methinks my thoughts will still to thee be turning. 

Widand. F. d'A. 
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HOME SICKNESS. 



TTAR from my native land, with tearful eye, 
'• I stand, like orphan'd child, alone and sad; 
And yet thou knowest well for what I sigh — 
Thou knowest well a way to make me glad. 

In thee alone I find my Fatherland, 
My home-sick spirit aches with love for thee; 

A love which, with a strong resistless hand. 
Draws me to that dear spot where I would be. 

Karl Beck. F. d'A. 
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THE SPRING IS COMING. 



"pVOES thy sad heart still sadder grow, 

Because the earth is dad with white? 
Yet blossoms dream beneath the snow, 
Till brought by spring's soft breath to light 

Oh, wait awhile; — ^and not in vain: — 
Spring's songs and laughter shall not fail. 

When new-bom freshness decks the plain, 
And throbs 'mid leaves the nightingale. 

And ere thou thinkest, night is past; 

And, more than all the blessedness^ 
The blossoms have awaked at last, 

And revel in their varied dress. 

Wait then; be patient and be strong 1 
Complaint to thee no good will bring; 

And tho' the time to wait seem long. 
Yet comes the spring 1 — soon comes the spring ! 

Albert TVdger. R. £. IV. 
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HOPE. 



/^F brighter and happier days to come, 
Men are talking and dreaming ever; 
Toward some fond flattering goal they run^ 

With a zeal that wearieth never: 
The world grows old, and grows young again, 
But the hopes of the future unshaken remain. 

We enter with Hope on life's busy hour — 
Hope plays round the boy in his mirth: 

Inspires the youth with its magic power, 
Goes not down with old age to earth. 

For though in the grave we shall end our toil, 

> 

Yet Hope still blossoms anew from the soil 

It is ilo empty and flattering dream. 
From the fumes of folly ascending ; 

The heart speaks loudly with tones that mean, 
"To a better life we are tending." 

And what the voices within declare. 

Of that the spirit will never despair. 

SchiUtr. y. D, M, 
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THE GOLDSMITH'S LITTLE DAUGHTER. 



A GOLDSMITH stood in his shop one day, 
^ 'Mid pearls and precious gear; 
" The brightest jewel here I find, 
Art thou," he said, "my Helena — 
My little daughter dear." 

A handsome knight stepped in and spake: — 

** Good morrow, my little maid ; 
Good morrow, my worthy goldsmith. I 
Would have for my own, my sweetest bride, 

A costly chaplet made." 

And when the wreath was made, and flashed 

With colours rich and rare; 
Then Helen hung it mournfully 
Upon her arm, and thought how she 

Would joy that wreath to wear. 

" Ah ! happy, happy is the bride, 
Who this dear wreath shall keep; 

If but the knight to me would give 

A simple wreath of roses, how 
My heart with joy would leap 1" 
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Again the knight stepped in, and now 

The beauteous wreath he tried. 
"O make for me, my goldsmith dear, 
A ring with diamonds rich and rare. 
For my own lovely bride." 

And when the ring was made, all bright 

With many a precious stone. 
Then Helen sighed, and placed it half 
Upon her slender fingerlet, 
When she was all alone. 

"Ah I happy, happy is the bride. 
Who this dear ring shall wear; 
How full of rapture should I be. 
If but the knight would give to me 
A lock from his own hairl" 

Again the knight stepped in, and now 

The beauteous ring he tried: 
"O worthy goldsmith, thou hast made 
Right well and workmanly the gifts 
For my own lovely bride. 

" But just to know how she will look, — 

My pretty maid, come now, 
And let me try on thee the gear. 
That I have purchased for my dear — 
She is as fair as thou." 
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It was upon a Sunday mom, 

And so the maiden fair 
Had decked herself, that holy day 
(To go up to the church and pray), 

With more than wonted care. 

Suffused with modest blushes, she 

Before the knight did stand: 
He placed the wreath upon her head, 
And on her finger drew the ring, 

And clasped her by the hand 

"O Helen, sweet! O Helen, dear! — 

I mean right earnest now, — 
Thou art the fair, the lovely bride, 
For whom the wreath — the ring was tried ; 

My beauteous bride art thou. 

"Here has thy life been ever spent, 

'Midst gold and jewels rare; 
And that should be to thee the sign. 
That thou wert destined to be mine, 

A lady great as fair.** 

Uhhnd. 7. Z>. M, 
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MAN'S TEARS. 



Ti f AIDEN, hast thou seen me weeping? 
^^ Tears that flow from woman's eyes 
Seem but like the dew of heaven 
Which in flow'ry petals lies. 

Whether darkling night may weep it, 
Or by laughing mom 'tis shed; 

Still its freshness cheers the flower, 
And it lifts its drooping head. 

But the tears of man resemble 
Eastern gems of priceless worth ; 

In the tree's deep heart embedded, 
Rarely, sparely trickling forth. 

Thou must pierce the bark full sharply; 

To the pith strike deep and sure; 
Then the noble moisture droppeth. 

Oozing golden, dear, and pure. 

Soon, 'tis true, the spring's exhausted, 
And the tree blooms green again. 

Many a bright spring season greeting: 
But the wound will still remain ! 
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Maid! that stricken tree remember, 

On the distant Eastern steep! 
Think also then on him, fair maiden, 

Whom thou once hast seen to weep! 

Anastasius Griin. R. E, \V, 



-M- 



THE SUBSTANCE OF LIFE. 



n^HE heart must have some wish or choosing, 
"*■ Something to hope, tho* hope be vain; — 
Something to be afraid of losing, — 
Something for which to suffer pain. 

Something afar must man be seeing. 
That still delight and joy can give. 

The sun and moon must stir his being, 
If be desire indeed to live. 

As remote from boundless longing 

As from sloth, his life must be; 
Purposes, his days be thronging, 

And sweep like rivers to the sea. 

Friedrich RiUkarU R, E, IV. 
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ONE EVENING. 



T^ROM earliest childhood I remember, 
■■• Sweeter than many memories are, 
A vision of one dark December, 
Shining upon me like a star. 



By taper's light, my mother tending 

My little sister, sick in bed; 
Adown her cheeks, while o'er her bending. 

Tear after tear in silence sped 

It was a sad and quiet weeping: — 
I nought of Niobe had known, 

And yet I felt that such woe, steeping 
A mother's heart, might make it stone. 

In a recess I sat deep hidden. 
And gazed upon them, still and sad; 

Till envy came to me, unbidden. 
Of all the care my sister had. 

I fain would in her place be lying. 
Wept o'er by love with streaming eyes: 

Would know the mother's anguish, vying 
With hope, for me^ in tender sighs. 
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Time passed; — my sister's health restoruig. 

And she with me believed^ and said: 
That healing balms on her were pouring 

In every tear my mother shed. 

My wish and faith on many a morrow, 
Have proved themselves most true to be; 

When oft, with pain and bitter sorrow, 
I've drawn my mother's heart to me. 

For ever, as my tears were flowing, 

My mother's care grew fond again: 
And oft her soft compassion growing 

To weeping, has relieved my pain. 

MaritM ffartmann, R. E. IV, 
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THE LOT OF MAN. 



TF, in man's heart, thou fain would'st bouow 
^ The charm its every chord t* employ. 
Strike thou the tones of pain and sorrow. 
And not the ringing notes of joy! 

In many a heart, tho' often bidden, 
Pleasure will ne'er abide as guest 
But there is none, which holds not hidden 
Within its depths, some sad unrest 
frUdrith Riickert. R. E, W, 
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CONFIDENCE. 



A RISE ! the sunshine bids us forth, 

O'er God's own earth to wander free. 
Arise! 'tis Nature's voice that calls; — 
Come! climb the mountain brow with me. 



The limpid stream can never rest. 

But rushes onwards to the sea; 
Hear'st thou the wind's inspiring blast, 

As on it roves from tree to tree? 

The moon speeds quickly on her course ; 

The sun climbs o'er the azure blue; 
Peeps o'er the hills — ^bathes in the sea, 

And, never resting, starts anew. 

But thou, O man! at home art dreaming, 
And seeking what thou ne'er canst find. 

Wake up ! and come where life is teeming, 
And meet the world with generous mind 

Who knows where bliss may yet smile on thee? 

Then up, and seek it whilst you may! 
The morning flies, the evening's coming; 

Lose not thy blessings by delay. 
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Away with care, away with gloom ; 

The heavens above thee still are blue: 
And joy comes ever after grief: — 

Trust only, and thy path pursue I 

As far as heaven extends around, 
The fruits of love grow fresh and fair ; 

And every heart may find its joy, 
For none was made but to despair! 

Ludivig Tuck. y. Z?. M. 
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A CHILD AT PRAYER. 



IT THEN a tender child, its little hands enfolding, 
''* Learns from its mother's lips its simple prayer. 
Throughout creation, there's no eye beholding 
A sweeter, holier sight, than showeth there 1 

Such love from love eternal life must borrow; 

Such happiness endureth day and night 
Altho' complete : far hence the th4c^|&t?ie»l^:!£9i;ir^^ 

Be still, my heart! who knows what's wise or right? 

August Siiberstein. K. E. IK 
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FOREST PEACE. 



TT HTHIN the forest lies a lake, 
* * Where bending boughs and rushes make 

A verdant circlet round 
Gay dragon-fiies are glancing bright. 
And bathing here in shy delight, 

A graceful roe I found 

Nay, never start so timidly; 

I have no thought of harm to thee ; 

I would not hurt or wound 
I seek the forest's peaceful rest; 
To me, like thee, it seems the best 

Of all God's gifls around 

Karl Mayer, F. WA. 
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A WISH. 



^rp] 



^IS little after which I'm longmg; 
And yet from me so very far; 
From out the hosts that heaven are thronging, 

I ask but one bright single star: 
Grant me but this; — all else belonging 
To heaven, earth, ocean, worthless are ! 

Joseph Christian v, Zedlitt, R, E, IK 
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SECLUSION. 



r\ WORLD ! I pray thee let me be ! 
Cease with gifts of love alluring; 
Leave this heart alone, enduring 
Its delight — ^its misery! 

Why I mourn I caimot say: 
Tis a strange, unspoken sorrow; — 
Yet thro' tears, on every morrow, 

I behold the light of day. 

Oft m3rself I hardly know; 

When thro' pain, a lightning pleasure 

Flashes in o'erpowering measure 
0*er my heart, a fiery glow. 

O world 1 I pray thee let me be I 
Cease with gifts of love alluring ; 
Leave this heart alone, enduring 

Its delight — its misery! 

Eduard Morikt. R. E. W, 
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THE SONG OF HATRED. 



AWAY! away! over mountain stream, 
^ ^ Where mom breaks forth from the shade ; 
A last fond kiss to the faithful wife, 
And then for the faithful blade. 



Our hand shall never loose the sword, 

Until it yield to Fate; 
We have already loved enough, 

And now 'tis time to hate. 

Love cannot help us in our need; 

Love cannot ease our pains; 
O hate! do thou arise to judge; 

O hate! break thou our chains. 

And wheresoe'er a tyrant breathes, 
We'll strike him, soon or late; 

We have already loved enough, 
And now 'tis time to hate. 

Who has a heart to feel, must now 

In hatred's strife engage; 
For ever3rwhere the fuel's dxy 

To kindle up our rage. 
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You to whom Freedom yet remains. 

Shout through each street and gate; 
Ye have ahready loved enough. 

Now learn, O I learn to hate 1 

Banish with force, which never rests, 

From earth all tyranny; 
And holier then will be our hate 

Than e'er our love could be. 

Our hand will never loose the sword. 

Until it yield to Fate; 
We have already loved enough. 

And now 'tis time to hate. ' 

Htrwegh. J, D, M, 
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HIDDEN WAYS. 



TJER£ flew a daring eagle to the sky: — 

^ ^ Show me among the douds his path on high ! 

There in the sunlight crept a snake away: — 
Show me among the stones his winding wayl 

There sailed a vessel to a distant shore: — 
Show me her track the ocean billows o'erl 

If these thou canst, then I'll to thee impart^ 
The way that love is nourished in the heart! 

yulius Sturm, R. E, W. 
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THE SERENADE. 



TT7HAT lovely sounds awaken me 
'''' From slumber with their power? 

mother! say, what can it be 
At this dark silent hour? 

1 see no sight; I hear no sound; 
Repose in slumber mild; 

They bring thee now no serenade, 
My poor, my suflfering child! 

It is no earthly harmony, 
That makes my heart so light 

The angels call me with their song, 
O mother dear I good-night 1 

Ludwig Uhland, X ^* M, 
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THE SHINING OF THE SEA. 



'P ROM the waves of ocean darkling, 
Rose of old the Goddess bright; 
O'er the world in beauty sparkling, 
Changing darkness into light 
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Then the sea, its waves restraining, 

Mirror-like its surface glassed; 
Thus her lovely y^vw retaining, 

When \i^T-sdf away had passed 

With a smile her gaze inclining, 

Thence there gleamed one parting ray. 
And the sea has kept its shining — 
Keeps it to the present day. 

Friedrkh Hehbd. R, £. IK 
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SILENT LOVE. 



n^HERE is a love in silence growing, 
^ That strikes its roots with hidden art; 
And still, without external shewing, 
Twines itself closely round the heart 

The faithful ivy-branch resembling, 

So unadorned, so green alway; 
Or the still fir tree, never tremblmg, 

Tho' spring and sunshine pass away. 

Such love as this for once possessing, 
I thank my God that I was bom; 

It guards my heart with lifelong blessing, 
From every shaft of hate or scorn ! 

CMiMe V, Scktvartzkoppen, R. E, IV. 
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OLD LETTERS. 



n^H£R£ is a writing, on whose traces 

Gazing, tears of deep regret will start : 
They remind of no deceiving £euxs — 

No forms that speak an empty heart 
Every word they shape is proving 

Love, enduring, deep, unchangeable; 
Love, as only one has power of loving, — 

Mother's love, that death alone can cooL 

Yet, tho' no more on earth delajring, 

Still thy quiet, faithful love appears; 
Tho* in the grave the hand decaying 

Rests, that wrote to me these tears. 
How thy love my heart caressing. 

With the thoughts of long ago, 
Soothes it still with fondest blessing. 

Ah ! 'twere else too hard thy love to know I 

Hermann Lingg, E, E, fV, 
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THE IMPRISONED SONGSTER. 



T ITTLE bird, alone in prison 1 
•*-^ Hearty within my breast alone! 

Sadness has to both arisen — 

Both for Spring's delights make moan. 



For the strajring — for the swinging 

In the vale, or up alofl; 
For the swaying — for the clinging 

To the loved breast warm and soft 



Birdie I sing thy lamentations. 

Till thy little bosom burst! 
Heart, my heart ! thy palpitations 

Last, till Fate has done its worst I 

Max V, SiJunkmdarf. R» E» /^*. 
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FAREWELL TO THE READER. 



'T^HE muse is still; with modest virgin cheeks, 
**■ And blushes in her gentle downcast eye, 
Your verdict on her labours she bespeaks, 

And while she heeds, she fears not the reply. 
The praise of honest men she ever seeks, 

Whom truth delights, and who despise a lie; 
He only who pursues the good and fair, 
Is fit to place the chaplet round her shining hair. 

No longer would these songs their life retain, 

Than while their tones inspire a feeling breast, 
Bring thoughts more high and beauteous in their train, 

And make the soul with nobler feelings blest 
To future glory they prefer no claim; 

In present pleasure willingly they rest; 
The impulse of the moment gave them birth, 
Then in the dancing hours they vanish from the earth. 

The Spring awakes, and lo! a new-born life 

Shoots joyous forth from out the heated ground; 
The air with sweetest odours now is rife, 

A choir of songsters fill the heavens around. 
Both young and old engage in harmless strife ' 

Of mirth and joy, entranced by sight and sound. , 

But Spring departs; the fiow'rets disappear; | 

And nought remains of all which deck*d the vernal year. 



SchilUr, 7. D, Af, 
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